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"Lips that curve dellclously, vividly car-
mine, hiding Hogarth's four line of beauty:
challenging, imperious, tender; eyes that are
tender, tawny, shadowy, tigerish, ono moment
the eyes of Artemis of the Arcadians, and
the next those of the brooding Juno of the
Romans, sometimes languorously alert, some-
times indolently museful, quiescently sorrow-
ful, yet opalescent always, with dormant and
dangerous fires; hair that Is golden, heavy,
luxuriant, like that of Homer's Helen; a neck
like the daughter of Diana, supple, d,

towerlike; brow rather low and
broad, not unlike Venus of Milo, with the
coldness of the classic profile, endeared and
humanized by a womanish dimple; tall, in
truth, tall as a daughter of the gods, tall
enough to have delighted ono of those old
GreekB who left their broken dreams of
beauty In the Parthenon of the Athenian
Acropolis; tempestuous, subdued, affectionate,
tyrannical, loving, incongruous, inscrutable
the last strange gift of the gods a lovely
woman!"
So he wrote of her, and of course she married

him. What woman would not wed a man who
declared himself upon such a platform as that?

They were married and lived happily, for a
year or two; might have lived happily ever after.
But Mr. Stringer would write. Their first quarrel
occurred because of a line she discovered in his
manuscript. She had glanced at It to see that
nothing was amiss In her lord's spelling or punc-
tuation when she encountered this:

"Ugly women make the best matches. The
beauty attracts the sort of man who marrieB
actresses or show girls, the kind who likes
to display his matrimonial spoils."
"My dear' reports of that first quarrel have

It, Mrs. Stringer said, looking at him with eyes
that were "tawny, shadowy, tigerish, the eyes
of Artemis of the Arcadians," "whom have you
quoted here?"

The author, looking up from the pipe Insepar--

able from his work, responded, ""From your lord
and master, my dear."

"But In your apostrophe of me, written before
our marriage, you declared a lovely woman is the
last great gift of the gods. Which 'do you mean?"

It muBt be said, nnromantlc climax to their woo-
ing that it was, that the poet first chuckled, then,
settling into a big chair by the fire, fell into an
Indifferent but loud Blumber.

Mrs. Stringer played an emotional role,, pass-
ing from tears to rage. Could her sleeping spouse
have seen her ho would have acknowledged that
he wrote the truth when he said her eyes are
"tigerish." But brief is the Btorm In early mar-
ried life, and Mrs. Stringer forgot, or seemed
to forget No woman ever does forget.

Like most poets Arthur Stringer could make
love as though ho wore born to it. And he did.
If Mrs. Stringer asked the feminine and wifely
question "Do you still love me7" he would answer:
"I will adore you until the last drop of blood has
passed from my heart," or in phrase equally
poetical and impossible.

Yet there would stare at his wife from a page
of a magazine In an article signed by her liege
the traitorous sentiment:

"No woman should plume herself on a
poet's love. To him she is merely the key
that unlocks his imagination."
With finger on the telltale page and tawny

eyos flaBhing, the author's wife would say: "Do
you mean this?" And he, elusive ono, would re-

ply, with a smile designed to be engaging: "Dear-eB- t,

does not a man alwayB mean what he
writes?"

"Then he doesn't mean what he says?" aho
would demand. Again she received the unsatis-
fying response of a chuckle followed by a snore.

When she wore a handsome new Paris crea-

tion" he would say: "My darling, I love you

in that gorgeous gown." But that did not pre-- . KjggKW?'.f 'I .f3te.. " gig
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placed his desk in order that afternoon, the note ' '
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"Woman finding herself with no resource jM&Ak, HfV'i-if- v 13
except to appeal to her possessor's imagina- - fi X&imM& & WwAWmtion, was coerced Into a display of those at-- Afftf J PgM ' ' If
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permanently placate a somewhat capricious
master. She acquired the dazzle habit. And

f as mating became more competitive she real-
ized the advantage of ornamentation, of add-
ing fictitious value to her person by the
things with which she adorned It. Out of this
was born the parade instinct in woman."
She gasped vhen Bhe discovered the title under

which he gathered this and other
remarks. It was "The Woman Barbarous."

What could a woman belleve7 He said this,
he wrote that, and ho refused to explain the
Incongruity. Brooding, she decided that he could
not. The differences were irreconcilable. She
had married a monster, a monster of inconsist-
ency! Verily, the inconsistencies of men are great
and many, while those of women are small and
few I

"The greatest thing in the world is a woman
and you are the greatest of all women," her noet
spouBe might rhapsodize, but of what avail was
that when there struck her as a blow from a
page Burmounted by his name:

"The unequivocally great women of re-
corded time could be Inscribed on a sheet of
paper no bigger than this printed page."
And there appeared neither her name nor any

hint of her In the list that followed.
Man the irresponsible. Every woman loves

to hear the man of her heart say: "Angel of
goodness, I worship you." But why Bhould Mr.
Stringer waste valuable breath In such assertions

when in his IriBh poemB ho finishes his verses on

"Wiminln Folk" with this:
"For when gerrls love ye well, my lad,

They're thrue to nayther law nor letter.
'Tis when they're moBt diBheartenin bad
Ye'll learn to love such angels betther."

Mr. Stringer grew quite accustomed to hearing
a half-Bobbin-g exclamation, "Oh, Arthur!" after
hlB wife had cut the leaves of his latest book,
or had dipped Into his latest magazine article.
And having nothing to say, he said it. But next
day he wrote: ,fWho can restrain a poet? Him-
self least of all."

"It Is because Jobyna persists In staying on
the Btage," was the conjecture of a few friends,
when they heard of the packing of many deter-
mined trunks In the Stringer household. But long '

ago the poet withdrew his objection to his beau-
tiful wife's gracing the boards. True, he pre-
ferred his quiet pipe by the fire, bIx monthB a
year on the home farm at Cedar Springs, Canada,
a permanent roof, a growing family, but this is
an age of individualism, and he recognized his
wife's right to develop her. individuality.

It was that pen of hie. that runaway pen, that
always outstripped his tongue, that made his
life and works a trial balance sheet, crisscrossed
with errors, they agree caused the parting of
the ways.

She heard him vow love undying, eternal, and
watched him write rollicking verse inspired by
the cartoon of a man standing beside a tomb-
stone of his wife,' watch In impatient hand.

He lauded her beauty. He told" her it was a
gift of the gods. Ho said he was proud to be
the husband of one of the most beautiful womon

" In America. But ho wrote this:
"The beautiful woman begins life wrong.

If she has intellect it atrophies through inac-
tion, for to succeed she has only to smile,
for a time, a very little time, as compared
with the long stretch of a woman's life."
Who can blame Mrs. Stringer if she muttered

Wrdtch!" through her et teeth as vldouBly as
did the villain in the theatre where she was
playing.

He might vow eternal fidelity, but of what
avail when ho wrote for this newspaper:

"The beautiful woman wins a husband. The
ugly woman keeps hlra."
Mrs. Stringer had healthy ambition for con-

fined success on the stage,

I

Arthur Stringer, the Distinguished Writer,
Whose Literary Ideas Have Broken Ur His

Yet her husband wrote:
"The ugly women are the

prize winners of the world.
Who so great as Bernhardt,
and who bo ugly and of so
compelling fascination?"

And since Mrs. Stringer
didn't know which state-
ments he meant, oral or
written, and since Mr. Strin-
ger didn't seem to know, or
wouldn't admit he did, Mr.
Stringer has gone to Detroit,
and Mrs. Stringer remains in
New York. After a year,
probably divorce, with Mr.
Stringer's verses and essays
as corespondents,
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